LITERARY   TALK
To his Wife	June 3,
, . , What you say about Boccaccio and Merim^e is
certainly true, and always a danger of the intellectual or
artistic temperament You remember Sainte Beuve's
" Usons tout Mad. de Sevigne "? Yet literature, art, the
spring, and so forth have, I do think, their part to play in
times like these, if we don't let them play the parts they
have no right to play. They ought not to keep us from
acting or feeling for others in times of trouble, but if they
do not do that they are unmixed good—in consolation, in
restoring balance, and in giving one the feeling of how
eternal art and the spring are, and how temporary and
passing war is. There is something to rest on surely in the
thought of art as an eternal thing, partaking of life in a
way no war can.
I had one of the most delightful talks I ever had in my
life when Bradley dined on Friday. Like most talk it is
impossible to give account of; but we ranged over lots of
things—Shakespeare, Elizabethan dramatists, H. James,
M. Arnold, and many other bookishnesses—and then got
into a long talk about religion. I don't know that Tgot
his position very clear—or mine either, indeed!—but while
saying that he seldom or never went to Church—because
he found the adjustment of the words to his own beliefs
too great for habitual use—he quite understood and agreed
with the view that, religion being the greatest of realities •
and one which no words can state, we do well, if we can,
not to forsake the assembling of ourselves together and to
use the accepted words with such adjustment as we can.
And he himself prays, he told me, and at such times uses,
I gathered, the old words, some or other of them. And he
was very strong in pointing out that no thinking man
could expect any form of words exactly to express what
he individually feels—and therefore in any case even
among the orthodox there must be adjustment His is a
most attractive mind to me, but perhaps too aloof and
philosophical.

